
G8 The Dealings of God loith a Laborer.

which would not, while I v/as wearing it, make me
look much like a soldier.

Now the day drew near when we must depart and

bid adieu to the place of my birth, childhood and

youth forever, and to say farewell to all my kindred

and friends, leaving them all in the hand of that

God who cares for sparrows and hears the cry of ra-

vens. And meantime we thought w^e had already

overcome every obstacle so far, and. were looking

ahead with a kind of cheerfulness, when the last

grievous trouble befell us, which came well nigh

breaking old nature's heart. We could not raise the

money for the passage of our nov/ three-year old

baby. Our furniture would not sell, and besides I

had rented a house I yet never lived in, but I had

that house rented for one year, before we knew we

were ever going to America. Father held us to the

rent, and he said v/e better leave the child with

them, ('tis true, poor dears, they loved the babe) he

feared the little one might be an incumbrance to us,

we both might have to work at the trade; and if we

made and saved any money, we might send it and

he would then send" the child. But oh, how could

w^e leave the little boy behind ! I begged father not

to be so severe on us, but he insisted and declared

it would be better for all concerned. how could

I tell the child's mother? I told it weeping, and her

great grief was most distressing to rae. As soon as

I could find a place by myself I fell on my face,


